EZ LONDONS LAMENTATION: "1 
 Godlyſorrow and ſubmiſſion. 


By GeoORGn® EiiioTr, Authot of God's Warning-piece to London, 


'Q] whither ſhall I Flee? Where muſt I Go? | 


I am undone, my fins purſue me ſo: 
It I ſhould wander. all the World about, 
They will me fſpllow, and will find me out 
My Bones do tremble ,, and my Heart doth ake, 
God's dreadful Arrows make me fear and quake- 
I know not,what todo, I dare not ſtay , 
And *cis in vain I me fare to run away, 
I will not ſtir afoot , I will not ſhrink , 
This bitter Cup God gives me, I will drink, 
And take it kindly at his Sacred Hand , 
Tle not refuſe it; I will notwithſtand 


His Will and Pleaſure : ſhall be my direQion, . 


Under his Wings 1 hope to find Protection, 

If he do Scourge , and whip me never (0, 

I will not Flee, I will not from him go: 

But humbly at his Footſtool I will lie, 

And if I Live, ILive; It Dye, I Dye, 

My Sins are Numberleis, I muſt confeſs; 
But if compar'd they be ro God's Goodneſs, 
They are as Nothing : Then appear they will, 
Like a {mall Molehill ro a mighty Hill. 

My Friends forſake me , they are fled away , 
But G OD I hope will be my ſtaffe and ſtay : 
He will not fail me, will not me forſake ,/ 
| Nor of a City me a Deſart wake. 

I hope the World ſhall ſee that God above, 
Doth not me hate , but dearly doth me love 
And that the time will come, I truſt e're long, 
When God will put into my mouth a Song 
Of Thanks and Praiſe , then ſhall I ſee and know, 
= Scarlet fins are waſh'd as white as Snow, 

I do confeſs, O LORD, I do confeſs, 

My fins are altogether Numberleſs: 

But to thy only Mercy I appeal, 

For I am ſure that hand that ſmites, can heal, 
Thy Grace and Mercy is my only ſtay, 

For Mercies Sake I do thee houmbly pray , 
Pardon my Sins, with Hyſſop make me clean, 
For Chriſt his Sake reſtore me once again 

To thy bleſt Favour, and 1 then will give 

My ſelf unto thee, and will ever live 

Unto thy glory , and will ſpend my Dayes , 

In killing Sin, and to my Makers Praiſe. 


Thy PLAGUES are on me, and thy heavy hand þ 


So ſore doth Cruſh me, thatl cannor ſtand, 
My Enemies me daily do Revile., | 
My Forreign Foes that hate me, laugh and ſmile , 
Becauſe thou doſt Chaſtiſe me with thy Rod ; 
Are theſe the People that did truſt in God 2 
Where is He now, ſay they, Hee'll not them Own ? 
Both they and all their Works are fully known, 

| My hearc would, break in pieces, I ſhould be 

' Like one that's dead, but thatI truſt to ſee 


Thy Love , thy Mercy , and thy Gracious Smile, 


Although I ſuffer Puniſhment awhile , 


| willingly ſubmit my ſelf to God , 

And with Humility will kiſs the Rod 

He whips me with: I will not take it ill, 

But will be ſubje& to his Sacred Will; 
Although his hagd lie on me very ſore , 

And DEATH himſelf ſtands vaunting at the door, 
And GY ANT like doth Domineer and Brave , 
and'with his Fiſt dorh Fell into the GRAVE, 
Above Five Hunvpztd ina ſingle cay, 
And will have more before HE go away ; 

Yet on my God I wholly do depend, 

Who in his time I know will comfort ſend : 

If that the Hills into the Sea was hurl'd'* _ 

Or that a Fire did overſpread the World * 

Ll would not fear, I wonld not be diſinaid, 
God is my Rock , why ſhould I be atraid © 

He is my only truſt , my ſtaffe and ſtay, 

So that I may (1 hope ) with ſafety ſay , 

The LORD is my ſalvation, and my light, 
MyGop,my evide,my ſtrengch,and eke my might; 
In this ſame puniſhment, methinks I ſee 

His tender Mercy , and his Love to me, 

His Strokes and Lathes do me plainly tell, 

He whips me now to keep me ont of Hell, 

I do commit my ſelf to Gods good grace, 

And will ſincerely ſeek his gracious face: 

For whom havel in Heaven but him alone ? 
And upon Earth there is not any one, 

That in compariſon of him I love, 

My only truſt is in my God above. 

His ſtreagth and goodneſle nothing doth abate; 
For whom he once loves, he doth never hate: 
He doth but frown upon me now awhile , 

That afterwards he may more fully ſmile. 

I'me not forſaken , though I be caſt down, 
My God will but awhile upen me frown ; 

I ſhall again be had in Reputation, | 
And be the Glory of the ENGLISH NATION! 
Although my Friends are fled , and run away , 
And will not with me in my Troubles ſtay ; 
But SWALLOW-like away they faſt doflie, 

In my diſtreſs they will not me come nigh : 
Though Friends do fail , yet God 1 truſt will never, 
Becauſe his mercies do endure for ever ! 

Eaſe me good Lord , take off thy heavy hand, 
"Theſe PLAGUES Iam not able to withſtand : 
Conſume me not, O do not me deſtroy, 
Inſtead of Grief , I pray thee ſend me Joy. 
Come, come, good God, make haſte, do not delay, 
To do me good, ] do thee humbly pray. 


FINIS. 


Poor CITT, bow thou doft thy Self bemoan., | If thou with Patience wilt a little Stay , 
How ſadly doFt thou ſigh, lament and groan ; | Upon'my Word Ile wipe thy Tears away. 


